CHAPTER 184 


October 28, 2011 


“The ‘Miss’ Yasogami High Pageant? Okay, | take back what | said yesterday; why is 
THIS a thing?” 


A second crowd had been gathering around the bulletin board again that morning, 
and while one would reasonably assume that it was just people being late to the 
party, Justin had spotted more than a few familiar faces in the crowd. More 
specifically the likes of Kou; who for some reason was really excited about 
yesterday’s announcement of the girls joining the beauty pageant. Justin couldn’t 
help but wonder why people got so excited about that kind of thing. Just primal 
instinct kicking in? | mean, Justin could understand wanting to look at a pretty girl, 
hell just look at his browsing history, but he didn’t understand pageants. Not why 
someone would want to be in one, not why someone would want to watch one. If 
you’re just in it to ogle a girl, rent a porn. Go all in, right? Of course, Justin’s 
confusion over the topic of a beauty pageant was only partially relevant. Why? 
Because he understood a beauty pageant way more than he understood a cross- 
dressing contest. Who would even want to sign up for this crap? And more 
importantly, why? To make an ass out of yourself for shits and giggles? There are 
other ways of doing that without destroying your reputation and your manhood in 
one foul swoop you know. Just follow Justin’s example. 


“Haha, they're doing the cross-dressing pageant again this year? Man, they never 
learn, do they? Ooh, some people have signed up already. Hahah, man, what idiots 
would want to be in this thing?” Yosuke laughed loudly to himself as he approached 
the billboard, examining the flier that was announcing the OTHER pageant that 
would be at the cultural festival. They had tried to do this last year too, but no one 
joined, and for good reason; so he was eager to see if some sad sack would try it 
out this year. After all, they wouldn’t try bringing this back if they didn’t see people 
joining it right. And given the commotion, someone must have signed up or 
something right? He couldn’t help but be curious as to who was stupid enough to try 
this out. If only he knew. “Let's see... Yosuke Hanamura...” 


There was only a small beat between Yosuke beginning to read the list and when it 
struck him that was his own list on the name. And last he checked, he didn’t have 
any interest in this competition. Yu himself was just as confused, though Justin 
couldn’t help but smirk. Even though it was clear he had nothing to do with his 
signature being on that sheet, Justin would totally pay money to watch Yosuke get 
stuck imitating a chick. Well what do you know, maybe Justin DID see the appeal of 
a cross-dressing pageant. Nothing less of sadism from the looks of it. “MEEEEEEE!?” 
Yosuke shouted when it finally sunk in what was going on, and how he totally wasn’t 
Okay with it. Though that was kind of self-explanatory. 


“| never noticed just how sexy you'd look in a skirt, Yosuke.” Justin teased the guy, 
leaning against the wall beside him. Of course, Yosuke being the homophobe he 
was, immediately wanted to vomit in his mouth. Partially at the thought of him 
dressed up like a chick, partially at the potential of Justin being serious. After all, he 
WAS dating Chie, who was just one penis away from being a guy as it was. Not that 
he’d ever say that to her face; he remembered what happened with Justin and his 
bro with a vagina joke. It didn’t end too well. Well at least the first time anyway. But 
that was beside the point for the time being, Yosuke needed to figure out what was 
going on; and that started right here at the list. His eyes darted up and down the 
sheet, trying to find something to discover the culprit behind this stupid ass prank. 
Well, he didn’t find anything particularly incriminating... Other than perhaps 
everyone else’s ‘signatures’ on the sign-up sheet. 


“So would you, apparently. You’re on here too!” Yosuke shouted. Even though he 
wasn’t a big fan of Justin when he insisted on being a douche like this, he wouldn’t 
even wish this fate on the worst of his enemies; so he couldn’t help but feel 
sympathetic for a guy who had been wrapped into the same horrible fate as him. 
Justin, immediately flinched in a way that suggested he had just choked up on his 
spittle. Poor bastard didn’t even see it coming. None of them did. 


“The fuck!?” Justin shouted as he quickly pushed Yosuke out of the way to check. 
Sure enough, there was his name at the very bottom of the list, right below Kanji’s 
and Yu's. Oh it was pretty damn clear who was responsible for this when only the 
Investigation Team’s members were on this list. Justin couldn’t believe it; he even 
offered to shred the original sign up list and replace it with one without the girls’ 
names on it. They refused, yet they still wanted payback? That wasn’t right. It 
wasn’t even Justin’s fucking fault, it was all Yosuke. If anyone should be on this list it 
was him and MAYBE Kanji. Yu and Justin had been on the girls’ side the entire time. 
Maybe their allegences should have been elsewhere. “Those motherfuckers... | think 
we all know who did this.” 


“They are going to be SO sorry when I’m through with them.” 


“When you’re done with them? When I’m done with them they’re gonna have to call 
a coroner!” 


“Alright, which one of you wants to get thrown out the fucking window first!?” 


All of the guys had practically kicked in the door to their homeroom in search of the 
girls, bloody murder in their eyes. No seriously, Justin was sincerely considering 
dropping them off the roof at this point. Overkill? Perhaps, but then, Justin had no 
sympathy for the girls’ plight when they started throwing in people that weren’t 
even involved into the mix. Justin would freaking BURN this place to the ground 
before he let them sign them up to cross-dress. Chie looked up from what she had 


been doing at her desk, listening to music from the looks of it, though she 
immediately pulled the ear buds out once she noticed the guys approaching, a 
confused expression on her face as to why she was being threatened with a 
window. She was pretty damn good at playing dumb apparently. 


“For what?” She questioned, pretty clearly phoning it in. She got the poker face, but 
that was about it when it came to lying. The guys weren’t buying her lies for even a 
second, aggressive glares over all four of their faces as the slowly surrounded Chie 
and Yukiko. Rise wasn’t present at the moment, though Naoto was, seeming to talk 
with Yukiko about SOMETHING. Which was strange, because this was a sophomore 
homeroom and she was freshman. Shouldn’t she be busy trying to get her culture 
festival event ready? Who knows, maybe she just needed to find some scissors to 
burrow or something. 


“For what, my ass! For signing us all up in the cross-dressing pageant! It was you, 
wasn't it!?” Yosuke shouted back. He was not in the mood to be playing games; 
none of them were, and Chie knew it. She just stared at him for a moment, as if 
trying to decide whether to break character or not. She eventually decided that they 
were already onto her game, so it wasn’t worth digging the hole any deeper. She 
was still going to play it off like it wasn’t a big deal though; after all, that’s what 
Yosuke had done to her. Maybe it was time he got a taste of his own medicine. 


“Ohhh, yeah, that thing. Rise-chan started saying, ‘Let's all have fun with this!’ so | 
didn't really have a choice. And Kashiwagi seems happy, too, now that there's more 
people involved in it.” Chie remarked wit h semi-disinterest, trying to justify her 
actions. As if Rise’s remark had anything to do with anything. There’s nothing fun 
about cross-dressing. 


“You little...! This is cross-dressing! CROSS! DRESSING!” Yosuke shouted back with 
pure adrenaline. There was a huge difference between standing in front of a group 
of people for their sexualized pleasure and doing the same thing while dressed up 
as a member of the opposite gender after all. Justin wasn’t going to justify what 
Yosuke had done, but come on; this was taking what had been dished out to them 
and turning the amp to eleven. And they knew what they did was overkill too. Justin 
didn’t even have any words for the amount of disgust he was feeling for Chie right 
now, simply glaring at her with his arms crossed. Chie seemed to look apologetic, if 
a little bit confused at the same time. Or at least she did until Yosuke started to 
bitch her out. 


“Well, you're the one who started it! It's because of you that we can't back out of 
the beauty pageant, so it serves you right!” Chie rebutted, getting tired of having 
people scream in her face when really they kind of had it coming. | mean, what they 
were going to have to put up with, not only at the pageant, but everyday to follow 
thanks to their reputations being shat down the drain, was simply unprecedented. If 


she was going to burn at Yosuke’s discretion and sense of humor, she was going to 
let the fire spread onto the guys’ turf too. Hopefully they had burn ointment. 


“The ones who started- Yosuke’s the only one who did it! Hell | kicked his ass for 
you; why the hell would you sign ME up!” Justin threw Chie’s bullshit back into her 
face, slamming his hands across the free desk in front of him. Don’t think for a 
second just because he loved the woman he didn’t despise her sometimes. It almost 
bordered on hate sometimes, but not quite; like there was something almost painful 
in his gut about being angry at the girl. He’d just have to put up with it for the 
moment being though, because this... This was simply inexcusable. Chie should be 
disgusted with herself. Instead she only seem confused. 


“But... | didn’t sign you up.” Chie remarked with confusion. She had been wondering 
why Justin had been so angry when he kicked in the door. He wasn’t one to get 
angry on other people’s behalf; unless of course the other person in question was a 
girl. Captain Chivalrey strikes again. Justin raised his eyebrow as if he hadn’t just 
heard that correctly, jaw slightly opened with surprise. 


“Me neither.” Yukiko pointed out. Justin’s eyes darted back and forth between the 
two as they stared each other down, trying to discipher the mystery. Well Justin 
certainly hadn’t expected that; you mean to tell me they signed up everyone but 
Justin? He highly doubted Rise was the one to do it either, she didn’t see anything 
wrong with pageants, so she had no reason to seek vengeance... But wait that left... 


Oh Naoto, you fucking bitch. Justin’s eyes immediately shot up towards Naoto, great 
anger twisting through his iris like a tornado hatred. And it was all aimed at her. 
Naoto, needless to say, was pretty clearly trying to face away from Justin, coughing 
ever so Slightly as she could feel Justin’s eyes fall upon her. 


“Oh | uh... just recalled | have prior engagements | need to attend to. Good day.” 
Naoto very quickly dismissed herself before practically dashing out the room. A 
smart move, because she was leaving that room one way or the other. She simply 
decided to take the door instead of the window. Justin growled a bit at the girl as 
she quickly slammed the door behind her. He was going to have to get back at her, 
one way or another. Maybe he’d just flood her locker with ‘love letters.” God know 
that pissed her off all the time. 


“| swear to god | am going to burn that bitch’s house down one of these days.” 


“Last time you tried that out it didn’t really work.” Yu remarked semi-sarcastically, 
but also seriously at the same time. He didn’t think Justin was actually going to try it 
out, but you know. Better safe than sorry. Justin just sighed and shook his head. He 
really did feel bad about that without Yu constantly reminding him about it all the 
time; he wasn’t serious when he said he’d burn her house down after all, and he 


didn’t need lecturing. It was just another one of his idle threats, a means of getting 
his blood to cool down before his veins burst into flames... 


Oh | get it. Fire persona. Hot blooded. That makes sense. Okay, probably 
coincidence; but you know... Look, just let him have this one, alright? 


“Don't worry. We'll make you absolutely enchanting. Okay?” Yukiko tried to 
reassure the group, Justin included since he was very wrongly added into the mix 
here, with promises of beauty. As if wanting to look pretty was a good thing ina 
goddamn cross-dressing contest. Justin’s glare quickly shot up from the desk 
beneath him, still pretty angry about all this. He knew he shouldn’t be angry at 
Yukiko or Chie about this since they didn’t sign him up, but even then, they did sing 
up the rest of the guys. And that just wasn’t fair, even by his standards. 


“We’re guys! We don’t want to look pretty. We want to look dirty and unkempt and 
shit.” Justin remarked with annoyance. It really did explain a lot about Justin’s 
appearances, but other than that his point kind of went unheard. They were 
dressing like girls, so they needed to look like girls. And that meant they had to be 
pretty, not ‘dirty and shit.’ Justin could go back to his grunge look AFTER he looked 
cute. 


“This is about a man's pride, dammit!” Kanji interrupted, practically on the verge of 
tears as the girls pushed him through his worst nightmare. Come on, they clearly 
should have known Kanji was not okay with this on a much deeper level. With all the 
doubts about his sexuality, they shouldn’t have been putting him through this. It 
just wasn’t right! 


“Il know, right!? You heard him! This is absolutely out of the question!” Yosuke 
continued to rebute the girl’s decision. Yu and Justin had been on the girls’ side for 
one, so they shouldn’t have been on that list, Kanji just could not go through with 
this kind of thing, it was too traumatic, and Yosuke...? Well Yosuke admittedly kind 
of deserved it, but come the fuck on! Cross-dressing!? Crossing the line, more like! 


“Yeah, yeah. This has nothing to do with pride or any of that. You know already, 
right? Once someone signs you up, you can't back out. If you've got a problem with 
that, go talk to Ms. Kashiwagi.” Chie scolded Yosuke, having just about enough of 
his complaining. Perhaps it was damaging their pride, but so was the OTHER beauty 
pageant to the girls, so they had no point to argue. No, this wasn’t about pride; this 
was about revenge. 


“Th-There's no way she's gonna listen!” Yosuke pointed out. He was entirely right 
for the record, Kashiwagi had no qualms with anyone being involved in anything 
pageant related. You know. Because she was a whore. Oh is that a socially 
unacceptable remark? Well that’s appropriate then because being a slut is also 
pretty socially unacceptable. Whoops there | go again. 


“Wha--!? Why're you giving up!? | ain't doin’ this! Period!” Kanji repeated, very 
vocally against all of this. He got enough shit about being girly when people knew 
he knit; now that he had managed to suppress that and appear as a delinquent, he 
had no intention of going back to being bullied for that kind of crap. It was just too 
painful to even think about that shit. You would have thought his friends would have 
recognized that by now, but it appears the girls had no intention of letting him off 
the hook. After all, it was pretty clear he wanted Naoto to compete. 


“Kanji-kun, are you still okay as far as the mandatory attendance policy? | don't 
think it would be wise to disappoint a teacher too much.” Yukiko remarked ever so 
snidely, yet cleverly at the same time. She was entirely right; skipping any event 
would spell disaster for him since he was required by contract to show up to 
everything to make up for his absences. Yukiko could totally be a lawyer with how 
well she seemed to understand how this shit worked, even more so how she could 
use it to her own agenda. 


“You are a scary gal, you know that, Senpai...?” 


“Just leave it to us to dress you guys up. Rise-chan's with us too. There's no way you 
won't turn out pretty.” Yukiko tried to reassure the very reluctant Kanji; as if what 
he needed was just reassurance. He didn’t need reassurance, he needed friends to 
realize how emotionally damaging this was to someone in Kanji’s position. Kanji 
sighed after a moment, turning his eyes towards Yukiko with what could best be 
described as ‘hopeless hope.’ Like, he had no hope of getting out of this; he could 
only hope that they could at least minimize the crash damage. Even though this 
was all their fault in the first place and were STILL trying to force Kanji to do it 
despite knowing that. 


“Y-You're positive we'll be pretty...?” Kanji questioned, finally giving up on resisting 
participation in the event. Yukiko nodded with reassurance that Kanji would look like 
the prettiest girl a guy could possibly be. Aka, not pretty at all. The other guys 
couldn’t help but slap their foreheads as Kanji gave into the girls’ little game. Fight 
it at all costs. They’d have to take the rest of the guys dead before they took them 
alive. 


“Why are you suddenly okay with this? WHY do you want to look PRETTY. That’s not 
a fucking good thing!” Justin pointed out with exasperated annoyance. It was 
ridiculous how easily Kanji was giving into all of this, knowing full well that nothing 
good could come out of it. Why? Because he’d be pretty. Why would that even be 
reassuring? If the girls offered him ten bucks to do it, maybe that would be a little 
more understandable. Turns out that you CAN own what none could buy; and that 
was Justin’s dignity if the price was high enough. 


“Well if we’re gonna do this, might as well go all the way with it.” Kanji shrugged, as 
if being determined was going to make this any better. It would just make it look 
creepier when he got on stage. If anything, they should bitch and moan the whole 


time to make it clear that they were not the ones who signed themselves up; maybe 
that would keep their reputations intact. 


“There's nothing manly about being a woman! | seriously refuse...” There was more 
wisdom in Yosuke’s words than what one would assume from him pointing out the 
obvious. Of course there was nothing manly about not being a man, but that wasn’t 
the point. The point was that competing in this event was denying their true nature, 
being untrue to what defined them. And that was in this case male. The girls were 
asking the guys to do something completely opposing what they really were. Then 
again, Yosuke had done the same to them, so I guess they were even? 


“Kashiwagi's sure gonna get angry if you don't show up... Maybe you and Kanji-kun 
can be classmates next year.” Chie threatened Yosuke, knowing full well that the 
promise of being held back a year would not sit well with his parents. Or him really. 
Justin had actually considered taking that offer. Wasn’t like he cared about school 
anyway; if anything Chie would be digging her own grave with that promise. No 
more sitting next to Justin in class, no more of him helping her with her studies; 
they wouldn’t graduate together, etc. etc. If she went through with that threat to 
Justin, well, she’d regret it immediately. 


“Wh-Why is this happening...? We all end up in the same boat, without our 
consent... What kinda joke is this...?” Yosuke grumbled to himself, looking as 
though he wanted to cry himself. Chie just sort of leaned forward, staring into 
Yosuke’s eyes with a vicious glare, teeth clamped tightly together. 


“The exact same joke you pulled on us!” 


“And the punchline is now everyone’s fucked. Good job guys; laughing really hard 
over here.” 


